AT         THE         M     E     X     I     y         GATE

and shoulders and peered over. Below 1dm the flat
bridge over the canal on which his father had stood
years before in rapt admiration of the imposing facade
of the Gate, still remained intact, though ready to be
blown sky-high when the British troops on the other
side were withdrawn. A few slightly wounded men
were trickling across, and a Don R. flashed like a
streak through the arch in the direction of the Menin
Road. John raised his binoculars to examine his
battery zone. But he had no .time to see anything.
A sudden burst of machine-gun fire rang out. Bullets
hummed round his ears. Chips from the stonework
of the Memorial flew in all directions. He ducked
behind the parapet. Another sharp burst of fire
followed, and another.

He made a hurried descent back to the Major.
" No good," he said.   " It's under heavy machine-
gun fire.   Not a chance of observing."

"We'll try that church back on the right,"
suggested the Major.

They retraced their steps through some side-streets,
mounted to the top of the church tower, and studied
the distance through their glasses.

" Not very satisfactory/' was the Major's verdict.
" There's a large section on the left of the zone that
you can't see at all."

Scarcely had he spoken when a rifle bullet slapped
against the edge of the tower close to them. Almost
immediately others whistled over their heads. They
dropped out of sight like one man. Bullets continued
to sing around.

" Damn it all! ... We're being fired at from the
town," exclaimed John in disgust.

" I'm not so sure," replied the Major. " But where-
ever it's coming from, it's damned unhealthy. In an}'
case, this place is no good for an O.P. Let's clear out."
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